THE RAPE OFLVCRECE. 

The nourfe to ftillher child will tell my ftorie, 

And fright her crying babe with T a r qvi ns name. 
The Orator to deckehis oratorie, 

V Vill couple my reproch to T a r qv i n s fhamc. 
Feaft-findingminftrels tuning my defame, 

V Vill tie the hearers to attend ech line, 

How T A'R qv i n wronged me, I Colatine. 


Let my good name, that fencelefle reputation, 

For Colatines dearelouebekeptvnlpottcd: 
Ifthat be made a theame for deputation, 

The branches of another roote are rotted; 

And vndeferu’d reproch to him alotted, 

That is as clearc from this attaint of mine, 

As I ere this was pure to Colatine. 


O vnfeene lhame, inuifible diigrace, 

O vnfelt fore, creft- wounding priuat foarre ! 
Reproch is ftampt in Colatinvs face. 

And Tarqj ins eyemaiereadthemotafarre, 
<c How he in peace is wounded notin warre. 

Alas how manie bcarefuch ihamefull blowes, 


.Which notthefolues but he thatgiues the knowes. 


THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

IFC o l a t i n e, thine honor laie in me, 

From me byftrong aflault it is bereft: 

My Honnie loft, and I a Drone-like Bee, 

Haue no perfection of my fommer left, 

But rob’d and ranfak’t by injurious theft. 

* In thy weake Hiue a wandring wafpe hath crept, 
>• And fuck’t die Honnie which thy chaft Bee kept. 

Yet am Iguiltieofthy Honors wrack e, 

Yet for thy Honor did I entertaine him, 

Comming from thee I could not put him backe: 
For it had beene dilhonor to difdaine him, 

Befides of wearinefle he did complaine him, 

And talk’t of V ertue (O vnlook’t for euill,) 
When V ertue is prophan’d in fuch a Deuill. 

Why fliould the worme intrude the maiden bud ? 
Or hatefull Kuckcowes hatch in Sparrows nefts ? 
Or Todes infect faire founts with venome mud ? 

Or tyrant follie lurke in gentle brefts ? 

Or Kings be breakers of their ownebeheftes* 
w Butno perfection is fo abfolute, 

^ Thatfome impuritie doth not pollute. 
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